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PREFACE 

In my work among public school children 
who frequent the playgrounds, settlements 
and kindergartens, I have found a crying 
need for plays that are not merely literary 
in quality, but that are expressed in simple 
language and style, that are easily memor- 
ized, and that require few rehearsals* and in- 
expensive stage setting and garments. 

To meet this pressing need I have, from 
time to time, written my own plays, utilizing 
the themes and fanciful treatment that ap- 
peal strongly to the children. These little 
dramas have been presented with pleasure, 
by my own clubs of boys and girls. They 
have also been used with success by other 
settlement workers, who have urged me to 
put them into form available for general use. 
Hence this volume. 

In its preparation I have kept in mind 
children of different ages and nationalities, — 
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the cultivated and the uncultivated. I have 
aimed to provide parts for the talented chil- 
dren usually found in a neighborhood, as 
well as for the ordinary boys and girls. 
Thus all may hav\j the joy of expressing 
themselves according to their abilities. 

The plays may be adapted to the number 
of members of a club or class. For instance 
in " The Flowers in the Palace Garden," 
only three tulips have speaking parts, but as 
many tulips as desired may appear on the 
stage and join in the songs and tableaux, thus 
making the scene more gay and attractive. 

The story-telling program given with each 
play has proved most popular, and is a 
simple means of introducing the plot of the 
drama to the audience, especially to an audi- 
ence of children and parents of Italian, 
Hebrew or other foreign extraction. 

The designs for the costumes here given 
have been worked out under my direction. 
Great care has been taken to produce a har- 
monious color scheme. All the costumes 
may be made of inexpensive material, such 
as cheesecloth, paper muslin, sateen, cheap 
lace, cotton khaki. The ornaments may be 
made of gilt and silver paper, colored beads, 
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crepe paper, tinsel, Christmas tree trimmings, 
and artificial flowers. 

In closing I should like to emphasize one 
thing. The plays are written in that form so 
essential to the perfect and happy presenta- 
tion of a child's drama — simple prose and 
rhythm. Without this medium of expres- 
sion children do not memorize easily, nor do 
they enter into their parts with that freedom 
and unself-consciousness so necessary to the 
vital and joyous presentation of the play. 
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FLOWERS IN THE PALACE 
GARDEN 



CHARACTERS 

Princess Hilda. 

Gretel. 

Fairy Queen. 

Owl. 

Crimson Tulip. 

Yellow Tulip. 

Little White Tulip. 

And as many other Tulips as are desired. 



COSTUMES 

Princess: Dress of light thin green sateen, with 
bands of gold at neck and waist. Gold embroid- 
ered pouch pocket. Ermine trimming on upper 
sleeve. Undersleeve of yellow sateen. 

Gretel: Dress of gray cambric. White lawn 
kerchief, cap, and apron. Red underwaist and 
red woolen stockings. Dark gray bodice. Her 
shoes are made of heavy' brown wrapping paper, 
cut and shaped over old slippers. 

Fairy Queen: Dress of white cheesecloth span- 
gled with silver. Silver band at neck and sleeves. 
Silver crown made of cardboard and covered with 
silver paper. Wand with silver star. Wings 
cut from light weight cardboard and painted like 
butterfly's wings. 

Tulips: The petals are cut from crepe paper, and 
sewed on an old white dress or underslip. All 
the dresses are made alike, but vary in color. 
Large petals used for the skirts and smaller ones 
for the waists. The belts and stockings are 
green. The wreaths should match the color of 
the petals used on skirt and waist. 

Owl : Suit of brown lining. A boy's one-piece 
night drawers pattern may be used. Stitch to- 
gether the wrist of the sleeves so that no hands can 
be seen. Wings of cardboard painted brown. 



FLOWERS IN THE PALACE GARDEN 

(name of 

PRESENTED BY V CAST j 

Princess Hilda 

grows weary of everything in the 
Palace, and in her loneliness she or- 
ders all the Tulips in the garden de- 
stroyed. This insult to the — 

Tulips 

makes the — 

Fairy Queen 

very angry and she punishes the Prin- 
cess by casting a spell over her heart, 
so she can never be happy again, and 
the story tells how — 

Gretel 

the peasant maid, helps the sad young 
Princess, and how at midnight in 
the — 

Palace Garden (Settlement stage) 

surrounded by the — 

Owl 

and all the beautiful Tulips, she finds 
her happiness once more 



FLOWERS IN THE PALAC 
GARDEN 

ACT I 

BEYOND THE GARDEN 

Scene: An open, woodland. Trees 
right and left, and in background. The 
PviVCess Hilda enters wearily. Her hands 
hang idly by her side. Her head is bent.) 

Princess. 
How long the days are. How long and 
drear. I have nothing to do from morn till 
even. I am weary of the Palace, with its 
gilded lights. I am weary of the courtiers 
with their flattering tongues! (She sits, 
thoughtfully gazing in the skies.) I am 
weary of seeing the same things ! I wish the 
sun would stop shining! It's the same sun- 
shine every day — the same bird's song — 
the same ever-blooming Flowers. (She picks 
a Flower and then casts it impatiently away. ) 
5 



;n the palace garden 

ordered Hans, the gardener, to cut down 

Flower in the Palace Garden. Ugly, 

FLOW ss things J (s f t s i n ging is heard in the 

nee.) I wonder who that is? (Wist- 

.) She sounds so happy. 

Princes l%etel enters joyfully; she carries a bright 

growsy' Q y: 'fi owers . Gretel's song. Air — 

derea ,w » P* M * hem$ md barley S row ") 
stroye *lip, lily, and daffodil, 
TuLI , PS ;, lily* and daffodil, 

mot ' , * _. • 

jolden sunshine and cpohnjrjrain, 
Lark's notes ringing from field --fifsd hdl. 

v.^.. Princess. 
{Vtfjth wonder in her tones.) 
Why are you happy, maiden? 

Gretel. 
I? I am happy because the world fe so 
fair. There are birds, and songs, and 
Flowers everywhere! See! (Showing her 
posies.) Tulips, lilies — 

Princess. 
(Crossly, turning her back.) 
Throw them away! I hate Flowers! 
They are stupid! 
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Gretel. 
(Startled and afraid.) 
You hate Flowers? The beautiful 
Flowers? Oh, you must be ill! Where do 
you live ? I will lead you home. 

Princess. 
(With bitterness.) 
Home? I have no homel I live in the 

Palace. 

< 

Gretel. 
(Surprised.) 
In the Palace ? Let me lead you there. I 
know the paths. My father is Hans, the 
King's gardener. I am Gretel. 

Princess. 
I tell you I hate the Palace ! I hate the 
Flowers, I hate — 

Gretel. 
(Wildly running to her.) 
Hush, oh, hush.! You must not speak so ! 
Or you will be like the poor Princess Hilda. 
She lives in the Palace, arid she is unhappy, 
too.» She never sings nor laughs, nor plays 
with her gay companions (with awe) and my 
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father says she never, never comes near the 
Garden to look at the wonderful tulips. You 
must not speak as she does or you will be 
bewitched too. The Fairies do not like 
it. 

Princess. 
(Amazed.) 
The Fairies? — what do you mean? Is 
the Princess bewitched? 

Gretel. 
(Nodding her head wisely.) 
Yes, yes, 'tis true. The Fairies are angry 
because the Princess Hilda hates their 
Flowers (wide eyed) and oh ! — now — she 
has — ordered — them to be all — cut — 
down! 

Princess. 
(With impatience.) 
Yes, yes, I know 1 But the Fairies ? 

Gretel. 

The Fairies have punished her. They 
have cast a spell over her heart and she can 
never be happy again. She has everything 
in the world, but likes nothing. She can find 
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no happiness anywhere. To her, the world 
is bleak and chill. Poor, poor Princess ! 

Princess. 
{Dazed, half to herself.) 
'Tis true. I am most miserable. {To 
Gretel, in despair). But, Gretel, dear 
Gretel, what can she do to make the Fairies 
forget their anger? What can she do to 
make her heart glad? Tell me, tell me how 
to break her spell. 

Gretel. 

Yes, I know. It makes me sad too! I 
am sorry for the Princess. I want to help 
her but I cannot — I am only the gardener's 
daughter. {In brighter tones.) But you, 
you live in the Palace, mayhap you can help 
her. You are a fine lady, mayhap you see 
her ! And — and — mayhap — you even — 
speak with her? 

Princess. 

{Breathlessly) 

Yes, yes, I see her each day, even I speak 

with her, and her heart is very heavy. 

Gretel, dear Gretel, tell me how to break the 

spell ! 
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Gretel. 
(Wildly, but with joy.) 
Oh, dear lady. Tell her this. Tell her 
to go at midnight and wait among the 
Flowers. The Fairies will come and she can 
beg forgiveness. They will pardon her and 
break the spell. I know. They are kind 
and good. (Anxiously.) Will you not go 
now? The Palace is not far. I will lead 
you there. (Gretel, taking the hand of the 
Princess, leads her away.) 

CURTAIN 



ACT II 

MIDNIGHT IN THE PALACE GARDEN 

(Scene: The Palace Garden. The 
Princess Hilda enters timidly. She gazes 
around in wonder at the sleeping tulips.) 

Princess. 
'Tis midnight! How bright the moon is 
shining. 'Tis but a crescent, but its rays are 
fair. How lonely the Garden looks to-night. 
I did not know the flowers could be so beauti- 
ful. (Sits dreamily.) It is long to wait. 
Every minute is one dreary hour. I wonder 
what they are like, these little Fairies? 
(Anxiously. ) And will they break the spell ? 
What was it the peasant said — they are kind 
— and — good? (Half reclining on the 
grass.) I will rest here till they come. 
(She falls asleep. The owl enters and flies 
among the Flowers singing.) 

Midnight's here, 
Hear my call I 
Time to wake, 
Flowers all. 
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Too-who-too-whoo — To-o-wh-o-o 
(Loudly, in the ear of the Crimson 
Tulip. ) 

Too-whoo — 

Crimson Tulip. 
(Starting and rubbing her eyes.) 
Stupid Owl ! I was in such sweet dreams. 
Why did you wake me? 'Tis not time for 
the ball. 

Owl. 
(With haste.) 
The Queen is coming! The Queen is 
coming! {(Flying from Flower to Flower.) 

Midnight's here, 
Hear my call ! 
Time to wake, 
Flowers all. 

(All the Tulips are aroused, and drowsily 
brush their petals. Enter Fairy Queen, 
slowly. The Flowers fall on their knees 
and greet her.) Song, air, "Columbia the 
Gem of the Ocean." 

Oh, Queen of the Fairies we greet thee, 
Like sunbeams the light of thy face, 
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We shine in our beauty to meet thee 
All color, and sweetness and grace. 
Oh, come to our dance in the Garden, 
'Neath the crescent moon's mystical hours, 
We love thee, and serve thee forever, 
Dear Queen of the Fairies and Flowers. 

Queen. 
{Holding out her scepter.) 
Greetings, my Tulips! Greetings! But 
this is no time for gladness. My heart is 
heavy this night. 

Yellow Tulip. 
{With pride.) 
Ah, your Majesty! No heart can be 
heavy on such a night as this, — in such a Gar- 
den. 

Queen. 
{Brokenly.) 
Alas! It is the Garden which makes me 
sad. Listen — my Flowers — to-morrow 
{a deep pause) you die ! 

All the Tulips. 
{Dazed, questioning) 
To-morrow we die ! 
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Queen. 
{With deep sadness^ 
To-morrow, you die ! 

Yellow Tulip. 
{In sad but indignant tones.) 
Your Majesty, tell us, what have we done 
to displease you ? Have not our dances been 
as graceful as those of the Flowers in other 
gardens? Are not our blossoms as fresh 
and beautiful? Have we not been loyal to 
your fairy court? Tell us, why do we de- 
serve death? 

Queen. 
{Tenderly.) 

No! ah no, my Flowers! Of all others, 
you are my favorites. But it is not / who 
am sending you to die. 'Tis — the Princess 
Hilda. 

All the Tulips. 
{In astonishment.) 
The Princess Hilda ! 

Crimson Tulip. 
The Princess Hilda ? — Why, she never 
sees us. She never walks in the Garden, nor 
plucks a blossom to cheer her heart. 'Tis 
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Gretel, the Gardener's daughter who visits us 
only. Why should the Princess wish us evil? 

Queen. 
Yes, I know. Yet 'tis because the Princess 
hates you, she does not like to have you 
around, and to-day she ordered Hans, the 
Gardener, to cut down every blossom in the 
Palace Garden. 

All the Tulips. 
(In anguish.) 
Oh, your Majesty, save us! Save us! 
Kill the wicked Princess ! 

Queen. 
I cannot. I have no power to take a mor- 
tal's life. She must live. Yet, listen, she is 
punished. I have cast a spell over her heart, 
so she will be unhappy forever. She can 
never laugh nor sing while she is beneath the 
Fairies Magic Spell. And now, my children, 
I bid you farewell ! After you have gone I 
will never come near the Palace Garden 
again. 

Little White Tulip. 
(Timidly, touching the Queen's robe.) 
Your Majesty? 
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Queen. 
Speak, dear little favorite. 

Little White Tulip. 
This morning, Gretel came to our Garden 
and gathered our fairest blossoms, and car- 
ried them to her cottage. She loves us, why 
can't we go to live with her? Let us leave 
the Palace and grow near her cottage. Why 
should we die? 

Queen. 
(Breathlessly.) 
Wonderful little blossom! You have 
saved the Flowers! (To the Tulips.) 
Hasten! Hasten, my children. You have 
heard. Ere the cock crows we must be 
gone! 

(All the Tulips hurry forward, exclaiming 
" Gretel " " Let us go to Gretel." " Hurry, 
hurry." As they are leaving they see the 
sleeping Princess. T'hey all gather around 
her in surprise, admiring her beauty.) 

Yellow Tulip . 
Why, here is another Flower ! I wonder 
how she came to the Garden ! 
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All the Tulips. 
How pretty she is ! How pretty ! Who 
is she? 

The Owl. 
{Flying out noisily.) 
Too-who-too-whoo — the fairest Flower 
in all the Garden. 

Queen. 
{Bending low to gaze at the sleeping maid.) 
'Tis — the — Princess Hilda ! 
All the Tulips. 
The Princess ? 'Tis the — wicked — 
Princess. 

Owl. 
{Mockingly.) 
To — who-to-who — 'Tis the wicked Prin- 
cess ! {Bending and crying loudly in the 
Princess' ear. ) Too-whoo-oo-o — 

Hilda. 
{Starting and rubbing her eyes in wonder.) 
Who are you? {Gazes around.) Ah, I 
know! You are the Fairies.' 

Queen. 

{Severely.) 

How came you in the Garden, Princess ? 




GRETEL 
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Princess. 
{Half afraid.) 
I — came to see — the Fairies — and the 
Flowers. 

Red Tulip. 

' {Going close to her.) 

You came to see the Flowers? That is 

strange, when you hate us so. Speak, why 

did you come when you have ordered us to be 

killed? 

Princess. 
{Simply.) 
I came because I am so unhappy. Gretel 
told me you were kind and good. 

Crimson Tulip. 
{Quickly.) 
Gretel? Do you know Gretel? You, 
who are so cruel? {Sternly.) We are go- 
ing, Princess. We will never see your Palace 
again. And may your empty Garden be as 
bleak and cold as your evil heart ! 

Queen. 
My Flowers are going, Princess. When 
they go they shall leave a Spell on your heart 
like a burden of sorrow forever. 
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Princess. 
{Falling on her knees in despair.) 
Alas, my heart is breaking, yet it cannot 
break ! I have been cruel. Oh, Flowers ! 
But now I am sorry, and implore your par- 
don. {To the Queen.) Dear Fairy 
Queen, help me, and break your spell. Let 
me be happy once more. 

Queen. 
{Shaking her head.) 
I cannot forgive your cruelty to my 
Flowers. 

Princess. 
{Beseeching.) 
But I did not know how pretty they were. 
I grew tired of the Palace with all its gilded 
splendor. I grew tired of all the people who 
only flattered and bowed before me. Every- 
thing was the same. And at last even the 
Tulips wearied me, for they seemed so 
happy ! — and — ■ I — had no one ever to 
love me — dear Fairy, forgive me! {To 
the Flowers.) Wonderful blossoms, speak 
to your Queen. You are so beautiful to look 
at, surely your hearts are beautiful too 1 Tell 
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her you forgive me. Ask her to break the 
Spell. 

Little White Tulip. 
We cannot. You threatened to kill us, 
Princess. 

Princess. 
(Quickly.) 
You shall live, and I will guard you al- 
ways. 

Little White Tulip. 
(Sternly.) 
We cannot. You are driving us away 
from the Garden. 

Princess. 
This Garden shall be your home. You 
shall live here forever. 

Little White Tulip. 
You never visit us. You called us ugly and 
useless. 

Princess. 
Forgive me. You are beautiful to me 
now. 

Little White Tulip. 

(To the Queen.) 
What say you, your Majesty? The Prin- 
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cess hates us no longer. Shall we break the 
Spell, and set her heart free? 

Queen. 

{Turning to the Tulips.) 

My Flowers, you have heard. The Prin- 
cess has promised to love us. Shall we break 
the Spell and stay in the Garden ? 

Owl. 

To-who-to-o-who-o-stay — in the — Gar- 
den. 

( There is a great silence as all the Flowers 
stand gazing at the pleading Princess. Then 
Little White Tulip softly steals to the Prin- 
cess' side.) 

All the Tulips. 
{In chorus.) 

Yes, your Majesty, let us forgive the Prin- 
cess. 

( The Queen extends her scepter. All the 
Tulips softly gather around the Princess, who 
slowly sinks into a deep sleep. Fairies' song, 
air, " Columbia, the Gem of the Ocean.") 

Oh, Princess you have our forgiveness, 
Our Spell we are taking away, 
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The Flowers who were born in your Garden 

Will bloom in your Garden for aye. 

Be happy forever, and ever. 

In sunshine or snow, and in showers, 

The Spell that has bound you we sever, 

Dear Friend of the Fairies and Flowers. 

Queen. 

The Spell is broken. She is our friend for- 
ever. (Cock crows in distance. The 
Flowers start to their feet.) Harken! 
'Tis mornl Back to your homes, my chil- 
dren. I must away. (Queen flies away). 

( The Tulips steal back to their places and 
sleep. Little White Tulip lingers a minute, 
and sings, air, " Drink to me only with thine 
eyes") 

Sleep, sleep in slumber deep, 

Dear Friend of Fay and Flower, 

May no more tear or lonely grief 

Be with you from this hour. 

Let smiles like sunshine cheer your path, 

And gladden others too, 

Till all the world be bright and fair, 

By what you say and do. 

(She softly kisses the Princess, , and steals 
away.) 
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Owl. 
(Sleepily.) 
Morn — is — here 
Hear — my — call — 
Time — to — sleep 
Flowers — All. 

(Very drowsily. ) To-ho-h ooo. 

(He sleeps among the Tulips. All is still. 
Then Gretel enters slowly.) 

GkETEL. 

'Tis morn at last. I could not sleep this 
night. I was thinking of the Princess. I 
wonder? Oh, I wonder if she found the 
Fairies? (Suddenly sees the sleeping Prin- 
cess. Bends over her. Then starts in won- 
der.) 

Gretel. 

'Tis the strange maiden of the Palace. 

Princess. 
(Awakening, springs up joyfully.) 
Gretel, dear Gretel, I am so happy 1 My 
heart is like the sunshine ! ( Gazing around. ) 
Oh, how fair the Garden is. (Runs over and 
kneels to admire the Tulips.) The beauti- 
ful — beautiful — Flowers ! 
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CHARACTERS 

KWASIND. 
MOKWA. 

Wabasso. 

WONKIS. 

Ahdeek. 
And as many other animals as desired. 



COSTUMES 

Kwasind: Brown cotton Khaki tunic, fringes of 
red flannel. Red beads at neck. Tan strap- 
pings over tan stockings. Scarlet head band, 
with black or gray feathers. 

Animals: All the Animal costumes are cut dv 
a boy's one-piece night-drawers pattern. The 
hoods are made separate and stitched on. The 
ears are stuffed with cotton. 

The Bear's costume should be very large, al- 
lowing the boy to wear a heavy suit beneath to 
give a burly appearance. 

The Deer and Fox costumes are close fitting. 
The Deer's horns are cut from stiff cardboard. 

The Rabbit's tail is of fluffy cotton. 



THE RULER OF THE FOREST 

(name of 

PRESENTED BY V CAST ) 

There is fear in the hearts of the For- 
est Animals because — 

Kwasind 

the Indian Chief, hunts daily in the 
Forest with his sharp and shining ar- 
rows. Then in desperation 

MOKWA 

the Ancient Bear, calls to council 

Wabasso 

the Fleet-footed 

Wonkis 

the Wise one 

Ahdeek 

the Deer, and all the other Forest 
Folk to plan to slay Kwasind. But 
the story tells how all their wit and 
cunning fail and still the man is the 
Ruler of the Forest! 



THE RULER OF THE FOREST 
ACT I 

THE FOREST COUNCIL 

Scene: The Forest. At the rise of the 
curtain Mokwa, the Bear, enters into the open 
forest space, and gazes anxiously around. 

Mokwa. 

The moon is full. This is the hour of our 
meeting. My brothers are late. {Listens.) 
Ah, they come ! 

{Enter Ahdeek, the Deer, and Wabasso, 
the Rabbit. They creep softly in and silently 
sit in semi-circle, staring straight ahead.) 

Mokwa. 
{Solemnly.) 
What say you, brothers, have you found a 
way to save us from the arrows of Kwasind? 
At sunset I stole by his wigwam, and there he 
sat mending his bow and singing our death- 
song. To-morrow he will come to the Forest 
31 



32 THE RULER OF THE FOREST 

and then — there will be death among us, for 
his aim is true. Tell me, my brothers, what 
shall we do ? 

Ahdeek. 

( Grimly. ) 
Kwasind must die ! 

All the Forest Folk. 
{With determination.) 
Yea! Kwasind must diel 

Wabasso. 

{Jumping up quickly, excited.) 

Yea, he must die, that is true. But here 

we sit and do nothing. How is he to die if 

he is not caught? He is not easy to find, for 

his feet are as swift as his arrows. 

Mokwa. 
{Gazing around circle.) 
Where is Wonkis? He is the wisest 
among the Beasts of the Forest. He will 
know a way to save us. {Turns to Rabbit.) 
Hasten, Wabasso, and bring him to our 
council. 

{Rabbit leaps away. Mokwa, stands in 
the center of the semi-circle with arms and 




KWASIND 
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face raised to the sky. He speaks very^ 
solemnly.) 

And now, my brothers, let us pray the 
Great Spirit to give us wisdom. 

{All the Forest-Folk rise, with arms ex- 
tended, chanting.) 

Hear us, hear us, O Manito ! 

We the rulers of the Forest 

Pray to Thee for strength and wisdom. 

Hear us, hear us, O Manito ! 

For our enemy hath found us. 

With his bow and shining arrow, 

And his path is filled with blood-stain 

Red with blood-stains is the Forest. 

Hear us! hear us! Mighty Spirit, 

Hear and help us, O Manito ! 

(A great silence follows. Suddenly Wa- 
basso leaps into the circle followed by Won- 
kis, the Fox, who creeps softly in.) 

Wabasso. 

(Half breathless with haste.) 

We have hastened, brothers! We have 

hastened! But the way was long. Yet as 

we traveled our heads were busy too. 

( With great earnestness he turns to the Fox. ) 



THE RULER OF THE FOREST 35 

Tell them, O wise one, tell them of your 
plan! 

All the Forest-Folk. 
(Clamoring.) 
Tell us ! Tell us ! 

WONKIS. 

(Craftily and slowly.) 
Kwasind must die. The beasts of the 
Forest have said it. To-morrow he will 
come to hunt. That is our time. He must 
be caught and brought to justice. Listen, in 
the deep bushes of the jungle we must hide. 
(With sadness.) We the Mighty Rulers of 
the Forest! We will lie hidden together 
where the sharp eyes of Kwasind will not see 
us! 

Ahdeek. 

(Doubtfully.) 
Yea, but shall we catch him? He is 
clever. He will not come near us. 

Wonkis. 
(With crafty look.) 
Nay, nay, he will not come near us know- 
ingly, but nevertheless he will come, for Wa- 
basso will be his guide. 
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( The animals gather excitedly around him, 
while the Fox continues in jubilant tones.) 

Kwasind loves well a tender Rabbit to 
roast by the fire of his wigwam. Then, to- 
morrow he will see a Rabbit in the grasses be- 
fore him and he will follow with his deadly 
arrows ready to kill. But ah, my brothers, 
Wabasso is very wise ! He will stay beyond 
the reach of those arrows and leaping thro' 
the pathways he will lead him to our hiding- 
place. Thus the Mighty-Hunter will follow 
in the footsteps of a Rabbit — to his death. 

( There is a great silence then the Forest- 
Folk break forth in prayer. ) 

All the Forest-Folk. 
{Slowly and solemnly.) 
Thanks to Thee, O Mighty Spirit, Thou 
hast heard our prayer, and put wisdom into 
the hearts of Thy people. 

( They leave the stage with raised heads — 
in file. Quick curtain.) 
( Curtain rises — Indian War Dance by the 
Forest-Folk.) 



ACT II 

THE CAPTURE 

Scene: The Forest. Kwasind, the In- 
dian Chief enters. He gazes joyfully 
around, stands and fits an arrow to his bow- 
string. 

Kwasind. 

All is in order! My eyes are sharp, my 
ears are quick, good must be my hunting. 
(Wabasso enters at the right, unseen.} 
What was that I (listens.) It was nothing 
but the wind in the pine-tops. ( Throws him- 
self on the ground and mends his bow. 
Starts.) Surely my ears are not deceiving 
me. I hear something moving in yonder 
bushes. (Steals cautiously nearer.) Ah! 
it is a rabbit ! How savory it will taste, my 
fast will soon be broken ! (He creeps closer, 
but the Rabbit leaps ahead.) I must get a 
little nearer, my arrows cannot travel so far. 

(Rabbit leaps ahead, Indian with ready 
arrow follows.) 

37 
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Nearer still! Why does it hasten so? 
And how strangely it gazes at me ! Stupid 
one ! It does not know how soon it will lie at 
my fire by the door of the wigwam. 

( The Rabbit continues to leap with back- 
ward looks, leading Kwasind to the ambush 
where the animals lie in hiding. They go of 
stage. — Quick curtain — ) 




MOKWA 



ACT III 

THE RULER 

Scene: The Forest. Kwasind stands 
bound. The Forest-Folk angrily crowding 
around him. His bow and arrows lie on the 
ground. 

Mokwa. 
Thanks, O Mighty Spirit. Thou hast 
given us our enemy. His arrows lie in the 
dust, and the fire in his wigwam grows cold. 

All the Forest-Folk. 
( Chanting. ) 
Honor be to Thee, Great Spirit ! 
Honor to the great Manito! 

Mokwa. 

{Sternly.) 

The People of the Forest are just. O 

Kwasind, speak 1 What have you to say for 

your cruel acts? 

40 
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KWASIND. 

(Dazed and surprised.) 
My cruel acts, you say? What have I 
done? Surely no Indian Chief would do an 
act which was without honor ! Tell me, my 
captors, what fault have I committed? 

Wonkis. 
{Indignantly, picking up his bow.) 
What fault have you committed? What 
is this ? 

Kwasind. 
(Puzzled.) 
That? Why that is my bow. 

Ahdeek. 
(Holding up an arrow.) 
And this, Kwasind, what is this ? 

Kwasind. 
(Greatly puzzled.) 
That? Why, that is my arrow ! 

All the Forest-Folk. 
(Very fiercely.) 
Yes, yes. But what is their use? 
Kwasind ! What is their use ? 
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KWASIND. 
{Laughing.) 
To hunt with, surely! Stupid Forest- 
Folk! That mighty arrow will kill all 
things. {He gazes at it with pride.) It 
will bring low the Bear and the — 

Mokwa. 
{Quickly, with great anger.) 
Now, you are telling of your evil acts! 
But it will kill no longer. 

( The Forest-Folk surge around him men- 
acingly. ) 

No more Rabbits shall you roast at your 
fire. No more Deer skins will lie at the door 
of your wigwam! The Great Spirit has 
given you into our hands, and you shall — 
die. 

Kwasind. 
{Bravely.) 
I fear not death! But you are not just, 
O friends of the Forest. 

Wabasso. 
Aye, we are just! You have taken our 
lives and now, we will take yours. 




AHDEEK 
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KWASIND. 
Is it justice that one should be slain by so 
great a number? When I hunted in your 
Forest, you were many and free to escape me. 
But behold! I am bound and am alone. 
How can I defend myself? Where is the 
justice in that? The Great Spirit likes not 
that the blood of his braves be spilt except in 
fair fight! He will be angry at the Beasts 
unless justice is shown. Is that not true ? 

All the Forest-Folk. 
(Gravely.) 
It is true. The Great Spirit loves justice. 

Kwasind. 
(Quickly.) 

Then cut my cords and set me free! 
Surely there is one among you brave enough 
to fight with me. I will battle with you one 
by one ! If I die — it is well — but if you 
all fall / am the victor ! That is but just and 
the Great Spirit loves justice. 

Mokwa. 
(Nodding assent.)] 
Yea, that is but just ! 
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All the Forest-Folk. 
(Convinced.) 
That is just. And the Great Spirit loves 
justice. 

Mokwa. 

It is agreed. (He kneels and unbinds the 
Indian, turns to animals.) Who is there 
among my brave people who will fight and 
slay Kwasind ? 

( The Indian bends and picks up an arrow, 
he fits it to his bowstring.) 

Wabasso. 
(Watching him in fear.) 
I — I am — so — small. It would not be 
just for me to fight. He would not be able 
to see me ! Let the Deer battle with Kwas- 
ind — 

Kwasind. 
(Distinctly.) 
I am ready — I and my shining arrow ! 

Ahdeek. 
(Gazing in fear at the weapon.) 
Nay! Nay! He has never harmed me! 
Why should I hurt him? I could not be so 
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cruel. (With show of courage.) Where 
is Wonkis, the wise one? Let him slay the 
weak Red-man! 
(The Fox is seen creeping stealthily away.) 

Kwasind. 
I am ready. I and my shining arrow ! 

Wabasso. 
(With malice.) 
Our brother's heels work as quickly as his 
brain. See, the wise one is gone! (Turns 
to the Bear.) You have been the leader of 
our Council. You only, O Mokwa! should 
have the honor of slaying him ! 

Kwasind. 
(With great meaning.) 
I am ready. I and my shining arrow. 

MOKWA. 

(Frightened, looks at Kwasind, thinks 
deeply.) 

Brothers, the Great Spirit loves mercy! 
Let us be merciful to Kwasind. (In tones 
of relief.) We will not fight with him. 
We will spare his life if he promises not to 
hunt again in our Forest. 
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All the Forest-Folk. 
(Relieved, speak joyfully.) 

Yes, yes, let us please the Great Spirit. 
We will show both mercy and justice. ( To 
Indian, with pretense of courage.) You 
have heard. We will not fight. Give us 
your promise ! 

Kwasind. 

I will not be bound by any promise. It is 
not worthy of a Chief! I am ready to 
fight, I and my shining arrow ! (He places 
an arrow in the bow and aims it at the 
group. Tableau . . . All the Forest-Folk 
huddle together, with great terror, each try- 
ing to hide behind his companions.) 

Mokwa. 
(In great fear.) 
Hold! Hold! Kwasind, we will not 
fight! Spare us! Spare us! We will not 
force your promise. 

Kwasind. 

(In tones of scorn.) 

And you call yourselves the Rulers of the 

Forest ! Oh, you cowards ! I could kill you 

every one. You are afraid, that is why you 
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will not fight with me. Go you in shame to 
your dens. I will not slay you to-night. 
Go! The Great Spirit likes not cowards. 
But, hereafter — remember — I — a man, 
am the Ruler of the Forest ! 

{He stands, an imposing figure, his head 
lifted and arm raised. The Forest-Folk, 
slowly and full of shame, creep singly from 
the forest leaving the man alone. When off 
the stage they begin to chant — ) 

Far and wide among the Nations, 
Spread the name and fame of Kwasind, 
No man dared to strive with Kwasind, 
With the noblest words and actions, 
With the wisdom of Manito — 
With the skill and craft of magic, 
No man could compete with Kwasind. 

Honor be to him forever, 
He the Ruler of the Forest, 
Honor be to him forever, 
He the Ruler of the Forest. 

CURTAIN 
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CHARACTERS 

Tina. 

Beggar. 

Peasants. 

And any number of men, women and chil- 
dren. 



COSTUMES 

Tina : Skirt of dark olive green sateen with bands 
of bright yellow. Crimson bodice. Chemisette 
of white lawn. White peasant cap with three 
rows of crimson ribbon. Black sateen apron with 
bands of yellow and crimson. Crimson cape. 
Her tray is the cover of an oblong cardboard box, 
stained light brown, and fastens with tape to her 
shoulders. 

Beggar: Dark gray skirt. Black apron with 
brown band. Light gray shawl. Leaf-brown 
kerchief about her head. 

Peasant Costume for Men: Brown knee 
breeches, white blouse. Leaf-brown vest. Olive 
green scarf at waist. Light brown leggins. 
These are made from old stockings with the toes 
cut off and then drawn over the shoes. The 
men's costumes should vary, in order to give more 
color and interest to the procession. For in- 
stance, different colored scarfs and leggins may 
be worn, or a bright kerchief may be knotted 
around the neck ; while some may wear the simple 
blouse without the vest, etc. 

Peasant Costume for Women: Tina's cos- 
tume may be followed in style, but vary the color 
scheme. For instance, combine rich brown skirt" 
and crimson apron with black band. Black bod- 
ice, crimson kerchief bound around head. 

Black skirt, gray sateen apron with green and 
yellow band, green bodice and pale yellow chem- 
isette. Black peasant caps with yellow ribbons, 
etc. 
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PRESENTED BY 



Tina 

the little Italian maid, has lost her 
wax figures which she is taking to the 
city to sell. She does not know that 
the old 

Beggar 

passed by as she was sleeping. She 
only thinks that the Blessed Virgin 
is angry and has taken the Images 
away. Heartbroken she follows 

The Procession 

to the church to pray, and behold! 
she finds her Images waiting for her 
there. 



(name of 
cast) 



TINA'S IMAGES 

ACT I 

lost! 

Scene: The highroad to the city. 
Trees and bushes at background. , As the 
curtain rises Tina is seen at right, kneeling 
in the shade of the bushes. Her crimson 
cloak lies on the ground and she is in the act 
of unstrapping her tray of wax figures from 
her shoulder. 

Tina. 

'Tis a league yet before I reach the city ! 
If the sun were not so warm I could make 
my feet go faster. They feel so weary, I 
know not why ! (Sadly.) And my heart is 
heavy too, but 'tis the Images that make it 
heavy, they do not like to be so near my evil 
heart. (Lifting one of the figures timidly.) 
Tell me, is that true ? You heard me speak 
so roughly to my Mother. (Despairingly.) 
I told her that I was weary always spending 

55 
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the long spring days selling you on the hot 
streets. (She stands, holding the figure away 
from her.) 'Tis what I said! But oh! I 
did not mean it, yet the Blessed Virgin is 
angry and her images have turned as heavy 
as stone. (She kneels and arranges the fig- 
ures carefully on the tray.) 'Tis no use to 
be sorry now. I have wept until all my tears 
are gone and my heart is like lead, but the 
Blessed Virgin will never forgive my insult 
to her children. ( There is a pause of a mo- 
ment, as she sits idly toying with her apron.) 
I care not to go to the city, for strangers 
would flee from me, — my sin is written in my 
face ! I will rest me here, and at noon I will 
return to my cottage. 

(Slowly she falls asleep. There is a pause 
of some length then the bushes at the left 
part, and an old beggar woman enters. She 
is meanly clad, and her face is lined and evil. 
She walks haltingly with a staf. Seeing the 
sleeping maid she creeps closer, then 
stealthily bends and uncovers the tray. Her 
face becomes alight with greed. She looks 
around cautiously, then snatching the Images 
from the tray she hides them in her apron 
and hurries away. After a few moments, 
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Tina awakes, rises, rubs her eyes, and speaks 
listlessly.) 

Tina. 

Alas ! my sleep brought no rest, my dreams 
were filled with sighs and there were evil faces 
gazing in my own ! I fear me I shall never 
be happy again. But 'tis noon! I must be 
gone, the sun is high in the heavens. {Bend- 
ing for her figures, she sees the tray empty, 
and cries in sudden terror. ) They — are — 
gone ! The Blessed Virgin has taken them ! 
My sin was so great that she would not have 
me touch her children. {She stands sob- 
bing, then kneels in prayer.) Holy 
Mother give them to me once more, and I 
will never be angry again. Alas, I meant not 
what I said! I was weary and I did but 
wish to spend one happy day with my 
companions. {Pleadingly.) Dear Mother, 
give them to me for my heart is breaking. 
{She kneels in silence, waiting for the Vir- 
gin's answer, then in disappointment she 
slowly stands and picks up her cloak.) Her 
wrath is great. She will not heed my 
prayer! Alas! Alas! What shall I do! 
{Suddenly her face brightens, and she speaks 
with hope.) Oh, maybe I can find her! 
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She cannot be far off. Maybe if I tell her 
how it happened she will listen and give them 
back to me (looking around thoughtfully). 
Which way shall I go? I wonder if any 
one saw her as she passed by ! 

(She stands in earnest thought. From the 
distance there sounds a sweet chanting music. 
It becomes louder and richer, and from the 
right there enters a band of peasants, men, 
women, and little children carrying banners. 
Some of the women hold large crosses at 
which they gaze in exultation. Tina stands, 
unnoticed by the worshipers. The last lines 
are sung as the first pair of the group emerges 
into view of the audience.) 

Tina. 
(With great joy.) 

'Tis her feast day. There are her ban- 
ners that they bare to the church. Oh, maybe 
they have seen her on the way! (She runs 
frantically forward and touches the arm of a 
peasant woman.) Have you seen her? 
Oh ! tell me, have you seen the Blessed Virgin 
as you passed? She carried in her arms my 
Images ! *• 

(The peasant woman shakes of her hand 
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impatiently and continues with the proces- 
sion. Tina waits and then more timidly 
touches a peasant man's cloak.) 

Tina. 
(Beseeching with clasped hands.) 
Kind sir ! Did you meet the Blessed Vir- 
gin? Maybe she was on your pathway. 
And in her hands she held my Images! 

( The man shakes his head in surprise and 
continues with the procession.) 

Tina. 

(In heartbroken tones.) 

Alas! Alas! they heed me not! They 

are so busy with their prayers ! Surely they 

know her for they carry her sweet face 

upon their banners. I will try again — 

maybe the children saw her as she went. 

{She gently stops a little boy and girl.) 

Tina. 
I am looking for the Blessed Virgin. She 
was here a little time ago. Tell me, dear 
children, perchance you saw her on the hill- 
tops as you came? Methinks she was walk- 
ing fast and in her hands she held my 
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Images! Ah! did you meet her on your 
way? 

( The children smile and gently draw her 
into the procession. The band renews its 
hymn of praise, which swells louder and 
sweeter as the curtain falls.) 



ACT II 

AND FOUND! 

(Scene: The church. The stage is 
hung with fawn-colored draperies. All is in 
shadow. In center of stage at back, stands 
the Altar draped in soft emerald green, the 
top hung with white and gold. Over the 
Altar, nailed to the wall, is a large cross, and 
tall candles with flickering tapers stand on 
either side. At the left of the stage is a 
door which slowly opens and the old beggar 
woman enters. She clutches in her hand the 
apron which holds the stolen Images. She 
looks frightened and anxious.) 

Beggar. 
'Tis empty! I am alone, alone in the 
church with my thoughts and the stolen Im- 
ages! {Leaning heavily on her staff.) I 
have trudged such a way that my back is sore, 
and every bone in my body seems to cry with 
pain, and with each step those Images weigh 

me down. Alack, what has befallen me! 
62 
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'Tis the first time that my sins have hurt my 
heart and have made all seem so dark and 
drear. (With a pleading gesture to the au- 
dience.) Think you if I leave them here, — 
in the church — that all will be well again? 
(She puts the figures on the ground near the 
door, and hobbles to the Altar and stands in 
fear. ) Dare — I — pray — when — I — 
have — stolen — her — children? (Boldly.) 
Yes, I will tell her that I give them back 
again! Maybe she will forgive and lighten 
my heart once more. 

(She kneels before the Altar in silent 
prayer. After a moment the door swings 
open and the procession enters, singing. 
They march two by two to the center of the 
stage, and then to the Altar, where the pairs 
separate and kneel in a large semi-circle on 
either side of the Altar. The last to enter 
is Tina. She pauses alone near the door as 
the hymn fills the church. When all is still 
she steals to the center of the stage.) 

Tina. 

(Wistfully.) 

We are here at last, and still we met her 
not ! Alas, which way might she have gone ? 
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Maybe if I pray here — in her house — 
She will tell me where to find my Images. 
{On tiptoe she creeps up the empty aisle to 
the great Altar and kneels beside the beggar 
in prayer. There is a deep stillness. After 
a moment she stands, her face looks bright 
and hopeful. She pauses an instant as she 
sees the beggar and touches her ragged 
clothes. Then she gently covers her with 
her red cloak.) 

Tina. 

{Stealing softly down the aisle.) 

'Tis she that needs my cloak, not I. The 
night winds are so chill, and she is aged. 
Poor, poor dame! Her face is so sad and 
her garments are naught but tatters. 

{At the Church door she pauses, and then 
starts in joy and amazement as she sees the 
wax figures.) 

Tina. 

{Kneeling and holding them to her breast.) 

They — are — found — ! The Blessed 
Virgin has given them once again! Her 
anger is gone! {She stands and speaks to 
the audience, her voice filled with joy.) She 




PEASANT. 



66 TINA'S IMAGES 

went before the procession and left them here 
for me — My Images ! 

{The worshipers' prayers are ended. 
They break forth into their hymn once more, 
and Tina stands holding in her outstretched 
hands, her Images as the curtain falls.) 



A PURITAN CHRISTMAS 



CHARACTERS 

Dorcas. 

Roger. 

Elder Goodman. 

Goodwife Mercy. 



COSTUMES 

Dorcas : Plain dress of black lining, ankle length. 
White muslin collar, cuffs and cap. White 
stockings, low black shoes. 

Goodwife Mercy: Same dress as above, with 
long black cloak falling to hem of skirt. 

Roger: Black knee breeches. Black coat with 
deep white collar and cuffs. Black hat, shoes 
and stockings. Black cape. 

Elder Goodman : Same suit as Roger. 



A PURITAN CHRISTMAS 



presented by 

Dorcas 

the lovely little puritan maid plans to 
give her invalid mother, an old-time 
English Christmas in the new land. 
But her brother — 

Roger 

forbids it, for he deems it a worldly 
sin, and yet — when the hearth is 
decked with green and holly boughs, 
the strict, austere 

Elder Goodman 

blesses the spirit of Christmas in the 
puritan home, and 'tis all because 

Goodwife Mercy 

visits her neighbors that Christmas 
Eve. 



(name of 
cast) 



A PURITAN CHRISTMAS 
ACT I 

THE OLD SPIRIT IN THE NEW LAND 

Scene: A cottage kitchen in Salem. 
Door and window in background at right. 
Another door, half open at left leading to 
bedroom. A plain table and several chairs. 
Fireplace in center, a dark iron pot simmer- 
ing over the embers. On the mantelshelf are 
candlesticks and pewter bowls and plates. 
At the rise of the curtain Dorcas is seen spin- 
ning by the hearth. It is twilight and the 
cottage room is in half darkness.) 

Dorcas. 
(Wistfully.) 
I wish Roger would come. I am weary of 
spinning all the day, with naught but my own 
thoughts for company. 'Tis a dull Christ- 
mas indeed ! 

(A faint voice is heard calling from an- 
other room.) 

7' 
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Voice. 
{Feebly.) 



Dorcas I 



Dorcas. 
'{Hastening toward door at left.) 
Yes, mother dear, I am coming! 

{Exit. She enters again with troubled 
face. ) 

Dorcas. 
So pale she is! So pale and worn! She 
has not the strength of a babe, poor, poor 
mother! {bitterly) and only last year she 
was hale and fair. 'Tis this country with its 
bitter winters, its snows and chilling winds. 
I would we were in England once more. 
{She sits and idly takes her distaff, speaks 
softly.) England ! how sweet it sounds, and, 
how happy we were together. Everything 
was so bright with songs and merry-making. 
But, here one cannot laugh but 'tis Called a 
sin. 

( The door opens and a lad of fifteen en- 
ters. He comes in quietly. His looks are 
thoughtful and earnest.) 
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Roger. 
Good even, little one. (Removing his 
cloak.) How fares the mother? 

Dorcas. 
(Sobbing, with face in hands.) 
Poorly, Roger, poorly. Methinks she 
will never be strong again. 

Roger. 
What is this? Tears? Alas, where is 
the little Strong-heart that has been my com- 
fort all this weary year? (Kneeling to com- 
fort her.) Take courage, 'tis the sudden 
cold that makes our mother so feeble — she 
is not used to such a bitter Christmas-tide. 
Methinks 'tis not only her flesh that is weak, 
'tis her spirit that is gone from her. She 
misses sorely our dear England, and her 
heart is sad for a ray of the old-time cheer 
this holiday. 

Dorcas. 
(Still sobbing.) 
Let us — begone — from — - this — hate- 
ful Country, where even — to smile — is — 
a — sin. (Passionately.) I am weary of 
it all! There can be no joy anywhere! 
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Elder Goodman says that happiness is of 
the world, and the world is evil. I tell thee, 
Roger, that if to laugh is sinful, if to be gay 
is sinful, if to love the flowers and sunshine 
is sinful — then — {very slowly) I — love 
— all — wicked — things, and {fiercely) I 
hate all goodness ! 

Roger. 
{Greatly distressed.) 
Be silent, child! Thou speakest rashly. 
Elder Goodman is a man of God, and when 
thou speakest so Satan laughs. 

Dorcas. 
{Sobbing again.) 
And — even — thou — art changed. 
Thou — art not — the brother — that — I 
knew — in — ; our English — home. 

Roger. 
{Softening.) 
And thou art not the little sister that I 
love! Look up, Dorcas, and speak more 
gently. Methinks 'tis the snow and dullness 
that hath frozen thy loving little heart. Re- 
member, 'tis Christmas Eve. 
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Dorcas. 
How can I remember when 'tis evil to cele- 
brate the Day. Elder Goodman saith that 
we must pass it in fasting and prayer. A 
strange Christmas it will be with not even 
a bough of green to give us cheer. 'Tis no 
wonder that our mother lieth a-bed with 
naught but sorrow in her heart. (Plead- 
ingly.) Ah, Roger, let us give her some 
joy. Let us give her an English Christmas 
in our home. 



Dorcas ! 



Roger. 
(Startled.) 



Dorcas. 

(Boldly.) 
Nay, 'tis no sin to pluck a bough of ever- 
green for our hearth 1 'Tis no sin to deck it 
with goodies for those we love ! (In 
wrath.) Let Satan laugh and Elder Good- 
man too, if it but give our mother happiness ! 

Roger. 
(With sternness.) 
Dorcas, truly Satan hath entered here. 
(Taking up his cloak and hat.) I cannot 
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bide with thee until thy heart is clean again. 
Solitude will help thee. {Pausing by the 
door.) I will walk in the snow and pray 
that thou be given grace. {Exit.) 

Dorcas. 
{Gazing fixedly at the closed door.) 

I want not his prayers! 'Tis my mother 
only who hath my thoughts. And 'tis my 
mother who shall have a real Christmas Day, 
and I can help it! {Gazing from window.) 
I will get my cloak ere darkness falls. The 
woods are not many leagues away and I can 
deck the hearth with boughs of evergreen. 

{She takes her cloak and hood from the 
peg near the fireplace, opens the door, pauses 
and gazes at the audience.) 

My heart has no misgivings. {Wist- 
fully.) Surely 'tis no sin to be glad upon 
His Birthday? 

CURTAIN 



ACT II 

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS 

Scene: The cottage kitchen. As the 
curtain rises, all is dark. Dorcas enters with 
a lighted candle. She lights the candles on 
the mantel, and table. Slowly the room be- 
comes a blaze of light, and reveals the cot- 
tage room decked with boughs of evergreen, 
and holly.) 

Dorcas. 
(As the last candle is lighted.) 
Faith, how fair it looks! My heart is 
lighter already. It will bring roses to my 
mother's cheeks ! ( Tip-toeing to bedroom 
door listens.) She sleeps, but when she 
wakens it will be Christmas to her indeed! 
(Stooping to pick up a fallen branch of 
holly. ) How often we gathered this in Eng- 
land! (A knock is heard without.) A 
guest! What shall I do? Alas, he must 
not enter! 

78 
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Voice. 
{Without.)] 



Dorcas ! 



Dorcas. 

{With terror.) 

'Tis Roger! Oh, my heart! I fear — ! 

{She stands, still holding the spray of 

holly. Roger enters with outstretched 

hands, followed by Elder Goodman.) 

Roger. 
{Gaily.) 
Home again, little sister, and I have 
brought cheer with me. Elder Goodman 
— {starting, gazing around in amazement) 
Dorcas! {Pointing to the mantel.) Dor- 
cas, — what meaneth this? 

Dorcas. 
{Boldly, but with fear in her face.) 
This — is — Christmas ! 

Elder Goodman. 
{Stepping forward in horror, with uplifted 
hand.) 
This — is — Satan's House ! 
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Dorcas. 
{With spirit.) 
Thou makest it so! 

Roger. 

{Beseechingly to the Elder.) 

Heed her not! {To Dorcas.) Rebuke 

thy wayward tongue! The Elder hath 

come to bring prayer and help to our Mother. 

Elder Goodman. 
{With sternness.) 
Come away, Roger, her heart is dead to 
grace. The Evil One is looking from her 
eyes. The righteous should not seek evil 
doers. There is no maid in Salem so full of 
guilt as she ! 

Roger. 
{Drawing away from her, his face full of 
sadness and anger.) 

Dorcas, thou hast brought shame on our 
home. Thou hast no more the right to be 
called my mother's child. 

Dorcas. 
{Running to him wildly.) 
Look at me! Am I evil, brother? 
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{Pleadingly taking his hands.) I am the 
same little Strongheart who came with thee 
from our England. {Roger gazes at her 
earnestly, his face softening as she speaks) . 

The Elder saith that the sunshine is evil, 
and laughter, and all happy things. {With 
great feeling.) To him even, Christ's Birth- 
day is very evil, for 'tis filled with such joy. 
'Tis for our mother that I made this holiday. 
Surely 'tis not sinful to wish her well once 
more. {Pointing toward the Christmas 
greens.) God hath made these boughs and 
holly wreaths, and I but bring her His gifts 
on His Birthday! {She stands gazing in his 
face. ) 

Elder Goodman. 
{With anger.) 

Harken not to her words ! She is Satan's 
child. {A knock sounds on the outside, but 
is unheeded. He speaks in great sternness 
to Dorcas.) 

Quench your silly candles, and tear down 
those greens ! We are ^not heathens to wor- 
ship such senseless things. 

{While he is speaking, the outside door 
opens, and Goodwife Mercy enters. Her 
hood and cape are covered with snowflakes. 
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Her face is bright and she bears an air of 
friendliness. She carries a large basket cov- 
ered with white linen, which she places on the 
ground near the door as she enters.) 

Goodwife Mercy. 
{Going to the hearth.) 

Good even, neighbors, the storm was so 
fierce that I could not wait till I was bidden, 
to enter. I have brought the mother some 
dainties, Dorcas, they are in the basket, yon- 
der. {Gazing around the room.) Faith, 
here is Christmas cheer, indeed! 'Tis the 
first home in Salem to keep the blessed Day 
so rightly. {Sees the Elder, courtesies.) 
Ah, your Worship, and 'tis thou that 
hast made the cottage so bright? May God 
bless thee for bringing cheer in a sick 
home. 

{While she is speaking Dorcas goes 
timidly toward her. The Elder looks 
abashed.) 

Elder Goodman. 
{Haltingly, his manner confused.) 
Aye, 'tis to give cheer and peace that I 
came but — 
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Dorcas. 

(Hurriedly to Good-wife Mercy in pleading 

voice.) 

Nay, thou art in error! 'Twas I that 
brought the Christmas greens into our cot- 
tage, in memory of old England. 

Goodwife Mercy. 
(Fondly drawing the girl to her side.) 

Thou hast a wise little head 'neath thy cap 
and a brave heart beneath that white kerchief. 
Thou dost not need a man to teach thee how 
to make people happy. 

Dorcas. 
(Ashamed, yet glad.) 
Ah, thou dost not know — 

Goodwife Mercy. 
Nay, I know many things ! I know where 
there is goodness, and I know where evil lies. 
(Looking earnestly at the Elder.) I must 
away, the storm is bitter. Wilt thou lend me 
thine arm? My old feet are not steady in 
such a deceitful snow. (She goes toward 
the door followed by the reluctant Elder.) 
But ere we go, thou must bless this house 
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where there is naught but a sick woman and 
a lad and a little maid to guard it. 

( There is a deep silence, then the Elder 
speaks. Roger takes Dorcas' hand, ashamed 
and remorseful.) 

Elder Goodman. 
{Solemnly, with uplifted hand.) 
God be merciful to thee and bless thee. 
Give Him thanks and call upon His name. 

Goodwife Mercy. 
{Nodding brightly.) 
Aye, with such a prayer to leave with thee 
there is naught else to do but wish thee a 
Merry Christmas! 

{They leave. Dorcas and Roger stand, 
tearful yet happy, among the Christmas 
greens.) 

CURTAIN 



THE 
TROLL OF THE MOUNTAINS 



CHARACTERS 

LlSBETH. 

Hugo. 
Troll-King. 
Bat Brother. 
Mole Brother. 

And many other Goblins and Trolls who 
live in the Mountains. 



COSTUMES 

Lisbeth: Dark gray skirt and jacket with yellow 
stripes. White apron, collar and cuffs. Little 
tight fitting gray cap. Black low shoes, with yel- 
low tongs (gilt paper pasted over real tongs). 
White stockings. 

Act III: She wears long white flowing cheese- 
cloth robe with angel sleeves. White gauze veil 
falling to ground, crimson band around her hair. 

Hugo : Gray blue coat and hose. Red trunks and 
chemisette. Red cap with black feather. Red 
slippers. 

Act III: Black suit of same design as in Act II. 
Black cape. 

Troll-King: Dull brown one-piece suit. Red 
painted cap, long beard of white cotton. All the 
Trolls and Goblins are dressed alike. 



THE TROLL OF THE MOUNTAINS 

(name of 

PRESENTED BY v „.„„a 

cast) 

LlSBETH 

while wandering near the forest is 
stolen by — 

Bat Brother 

and 

Mole Brother 

and other 

Trolls and Goblins 

and is held captive in their caverns 
deep beneath the earth. At last she 
is rescued by — 

Hugo • 

the Count's noble son, who finds the 
crimson magic cap of the 

Troll-King 

who is forced to give him the captive maiden, to 
win back his elfin cap. And Lisbeth returns to 
the Mountains once more. 
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ACT I. 

TWILIGHT ON THE MOUNTAINS 

Scene: An open glade near the forest. 
Trees and wild flowers at the right and left. 
Lisbeth is seen alone, gathering herbs. She 
is singing happily. 

Philomel with melody, sing in our sweet 

lullaby 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby, etc. 
Never harm, nor spell nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh, so goodnight with 

lullaby. 

(Suddenly the branches part and a young 
lad, richly clad, enters hastily.) 

Hugo. 
(Anxiously.) 
Lisbeth, dear Lisbeth, how comes it that 
you are so near the forest alone? 
91 
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LlSBETH. 

(Startled.) 
Oh, my heart! You came so suddenly! 
The branches parted without noise. I did 
not know you were so near. 

(Showing her gathered herbs with joy.) 

Look, Hugo, I have been out but a short 
hour and behold my many herbs. My 
mother will be thankful. 

Hugo. 

(Sharply.) 
Your mother should be thankful indeed! 
Not for your handful of herbs, but that her 
child is once more safe in her cottage! 
Knows she not the danger of wandering 
among the Mountains at night-fall? 
(Earnestly.) Haste, you little one, gather 
up your harvest and I will lead you home. 

LlSBETH. 

(Smiling and shaking her head.) 

Nay, I have no fear! What is there to 

do me harm? All my life has been passed 

among the hills. Go you alone, dear Hugo, 

for I must wait in the glade, my mother is at 
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the mill. When she returns she will fetch me 
home. 

Hugo. 

{Anxiously.) 

Your heart is over bold, little one, but it is 

because you are ignorant of all evil. Listen, 

I will tell you why people fear to stray among 

the hills after nightfall. 

{In a hushed voice.) 
All is so fair on the Mountains, the beau- 
tiful trees — the birds and the running 
brooks, — the sun and the blue skies! But 
beneath the Mountains all is not so beauti- 
ful. 

{Pause, in fearful tones.) 
This is the home of the Brown Dwarfs; 
this is where they live, deep in this very hill. 
Lisbeth ! 

LlSBETH. 

{Startled.) 
Here — you say — 'neath my feet — per- 
haps — the Brown people? 

Hugo. 
Yes, 'neath your very feet, and they hate 
us. They hate all mortals. That is why 
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we fear them. Nay do not tremble ! When 
I am here nothing can harm you. I will 
guard you always. (Distressed.) But, 
Lisbeth, I cannot wait with you this eve for 
I am needed in the Council Hall. I must be 
leaving now. The Count, my father, sum- 
moned me. (Beseechingly.) Will you not 
come home? 

Lisbeth. 
(In a low voice.) 

Nay ! I cannot, my mother bade me wait. 
(In braver tone.) 

Fear not, Hugo no evil will befall me. I 
have done the Dwarfs no harm. Surely 
they could not mind my gathering these poor 
herbs. Go in peace. 

Hugo. 
(Turning reluctantly.) 
My heart misgives me — I like not to 
leave you alone. 

(Walks slowly gazing anxiously.) 
Tarry no longer than you have to, Lis- 
beth, and remember, if you are in trouble, 
Hugo will help you. (Exit.) 

(Lisbeth is left alone. She sits quietly, 
holding her herbs in her apron.) 
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LlSBETH. 

How noble he is ! How kind and brave ! 

{Long pause.) 
Hugo will help me. 

{Wistfully.) 
How long my mother is; the sun will. soon 
be setting. I will bind my herbs till she 
comes. 

{She sings softly, busily binding her herbs, 
and tying them with long grass.) 

SONG 

Come follow, follow me, you fairy elves that 
be, 

Which circle on the green. 

Come, follow Mab, your Queen. 

Hand in hand let's dance around, 

For this place is fairy ground. 

{She sings until all the herbs are bound.) 
'Tis finished ! Now I have naught to do 

but wait, and 'tis a long wait indeed. How 

still the glade is. The sun is gone and I can 

count the stars. I — wonder — what — 

makes — me — so — sleepy. 

{Leans against a tree and closes her eyes, 

softly singing.) 
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Hand-in-hand let's dance-around, 
For-this-place-is-f airy-ground. 

{She sleeps — The stage grows darker. 
From the distance is heard a rumbling. It 
becomes loud and a gruff voice speaks.) 

Bat Brother. 

Roll back the gate of the hill, comrades, 
'tis time for our dancing. 

( The rumbling becomes louder, like thun- 
der. From beneath the earth there enters a 
band of earth-men, the Trolls and Dwarfs 
of the hills., They are clad in brown cloth 
with strange red caps. They steal in quietly 
and gaze curiously around.) 

Bat Brother. 
{In gruff tones.) 
Oh, ho, brothers ! This glade is a fit place 
for our feast. The grass is soft and green, 
and fit for our measures. 

Mole Brother. 
{Peering closely at the ground.) 
Wait! Not so fast. There has been a 
mortal here. 

{Kneels and points to a foot-print.) 
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See ! Here lies a human foot-mark. It 
is still new. He cannot be far off. Search, 
brothers, hasten and find the ugly human. 
Let us carry him to the under world. He 
shall never see the Mountains again. 

{In haste the gnomes and dwarfs crawl 
and peer among the trees and bushes. At 
last they find the sleeping peasant maid. 
They gather around her in wonder and gaze 
in silence. Tableau.) 

Mole Brother. 
Behold, here, is the mortal creature ! 

Youngest Brown Dwarf. 
{Timidly.) 
Are all mortals so fair? Look at her 
hair — 'tis shining like the stars. 

Mole Brother. 

{With anger.) 

Hush, you! What means your stupid 

tongue? All mortals are ugly, as ugly and 

wicked as their sun which is forever shining 

in their evil sky ! 

( Turns to other brown men who are still 
poking and gazing curiously at the maid.) 
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Here is our chance, my comrades, to bring 
misery to the hearts of the mortal folk! 
Bear her away, brothers, bear her away 
while she slumbers. She shall serve us for- 
ever in our under world. She shall never see 
the town of Dornthal again. 

{The King leads the way — Bat Brother 
and Mole Brother lift Lisbeth and carry her 
of. The dwarfs and gnomes follow, chat- 
tering and whispering among themselves.) 



ACT II 

MIDNIGHT ON THE MOUNTAINS 

Scene : Same as in Act I. 

(All is still. Hugo enters. He is clad 
in black and looks anxious and worn.) 

Hugo. 
(In impatient tones.) 

Every night for five long years have I 
waited. Surely the good God will grant my 
prayer at last. 

(He leans against a tree at the left lost in 
thought.) 

Yea, 'tis five years this night since the little 
Troll men bore her away. Down among the 
Mountains does she dwell, my little playmate. 
(A long pause.) 

Ah! if I could but hold in my hand the 
magic cap of the Troll-King all would be 
well. For 'tis said that if a mortal can win 
that charmed cap the dwarf must do his will 
or lose his elfin power. But alas ! since that 
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fatal night — hark ! What was that ? Me 
thought I heard thunder not in the Heavens, 
but deep beneath the earth. 

{He listens intently.) 

It was naught ! My ears deceive me. I 
fear my quest once more is in vain. 

{He gazes fixedly into the sky and speaks 
in a powerful voice like one in prophecy.) 

Lisbeth, if you are in trouble, Hugo will 
help you. Though deep and rugged the 
rocks that guard the Mountains, I will find 
you and set you free. {Startled.) Hark! 

( There is a deep and distant rumbling be- 
neath the earth. Hugo stands alert, his 
whole frame expressing hope and strength. 
Slowly there enters the band of Brownmen 
and in their midst the Troll-King, wearing 
his crimson magic cap. They form a circle 
and begin their weird dancing and singing — 

SONG 

Our spoil is won — 

Our task is done — 

We are free to dive or soar or run, 

Beyond and around, 

Or within the bound, 

Which clips the world with darkness around. 
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( They are heedless of Hugo, who matches 
fearful, his eye forever fixed on the Troll- 
King At last the circle breaks and the Gob- 
lins dance alone, whirling around and 
throwing their red caps high in the air. 
Hugo watches and when the Troll-King's cap 
falls to the ground he springs forward and 
snatches it. All the goblins give a scream 
of anger and then stand silent and awed by 
their danger.) 

Hugo. 
{In a clear loud voice.) 
At last it is mine! {To the King.) For 
five years have I waited ! 

Troll-King. 
{Cunningly.) 
Oh, give it back. It is not fit for your 
great head! What could you do with it? 

All Goblins. 
Ah — ah — ah — 

Hugo. 
What! Do you think I know not its 
power ? Nay, the wise woman of the Moun- 
tains has oft told me its secret. 
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{With deep sternness.) 
Harken, Elf-people, if your King loses his 
magic cap he must do the will of the finder 
forever, for he is in the power of the mortal 
who wears his cap. {He boldly puts it on 
his head.) 

All the Goblins. 
{Scattering and huddling together in groups.) 
Ah — ah — ah — ah — ah — ah — 

Troll-King. 
( Whining. ) 

You are a Count, your head is better fitted 
to wear glittering jewels. Give me back my 
magic cap, noble Hugo, and I will give you 
more glittering pearls than your hands can 
hold. 

Hugo. 
Silence, stupid one! Do my bidding and 
you shall have your cap once more. {Speak- 
ing slowly.) Five years ago you and your 
Goblin men found a maid sleeping in the 
glen. Lead me to your cavern home, so I 
can bring her forth. When Lisbeth is mine 
the magic cap will be yours once more. 
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All the Goblins. 
[{Mournfully.) 
Ah ; — ah — ah — ah — 

Troll-King. 
(With anger.) 
Never, never, she is mine ! The day is 
set, the eake is baked — to-morrow we shall 
wed. 

Hugo. 
(With fury.) 

Still your evil tongue. Haste you and do 
my bidding for all your power is fled. Open 
wide the doors that go to your sunless home. 
(Commandingly.) Lead! I follow you. 

All the Goblins. 
Ah — ah — ah — ah — 
(One by one silently the Trolls creep back 
to their caverns, and Hugo boldly follows.) 

CURTAIN 



ACT III 

IN THE UNDERWORLD 

SCENE : Goblins' Caverns. All is gloom. 
Dim lights faintly shine through the 
caverns. The Goblins are seen huddled 
together. Hugo stands boldly alone — still 
wearing the magic cap. The Troll-King is 
absent. Suddenly the Goblins fall to the 
ground wailing — 

Oh — oh — oh — oh — oh — oh — 
The Troll-King enters leading Lisbeth. She 
is dressed in white, the one bright spot in the 
gloom. She walks half unconsciously with 
sad, bent head.) 

Hugo. 
'{Starting forward.) 
Lisbeth ! 

Lisbeth. 
{Raising her head, dazed.) 
If — you — are — in — trouble — Hugo 
— will help you. 

107 
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Troll-King. 
{Wickedly.) 
She knows you not I See! She droops 
her head. The sight of an ugly mortal hurts 
her eyes — she is one of us. 

Hugo. 
{Passionately.) 
Lisbeth! Lisbeth, 'tis I, your old play- 
mate — {tenderly). In your trouble I have 
come to you. {Lisbeth gazes at him fixedly 
— her face slowly brightens as though wak- 
ing from a dreadful dream.) 

Lisbeth. 
{Running to him.) 
Hugol I knew you would come to me. 
Your words have lived forever in my heart ! 
{Wildly.) Oh, take me from this dreadful 
place. Oh, take me from these wicked Elfin 
folk. 

{The Troll-King starts angrily forward, 
but falls back at Hugo's commanding look.) 

Troll- King. 
She is mine. For five years I have owned 
her — To-morrow we wed. 
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Hugo. 
Hold your evil tongue ! If you wed with 
her I will tear your cap to a thousand pieces, 
and your power will be dead forever. Get 
you gone, you and your hateful comrades, 
and when we are on the earth once more I 
will return you your magic cap. 

All the Goblins. 
Ah — ah — ah — ah — 

Troll-King. 
(Brokenly.) 
Lost ! Lost 1 Woe to all mortals, woe ! 
Woe! Woe! (He drags himself away, 
followed slowly by the earth men mourn- 
fully chanting. Hugo stands still, his 
mantle wrapped around Lisbeth protect- 
ingly.) 

Goblins' Song. 

Lost and gone 

The spoil we won, 

The work of five long years outdone. 

Trouble deep 

In our Elfland sleep, 

The serpents of pain in our caverns creep, 

The serpents of tears in our bosoms weep. 
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Hugo. 
Come, my playmate, I will lead you 
home. Among the Mountains your friends 
await you. 

LlSBETH. 

'{Joyfully.) 

Home! Among the birds and flowers? 
To walk the green fields once more? 
{Pause.) Listen! Afar off I hear the ves- 
per bells ringing in the village church. 

{With faces lifted they slowly leave the 
caverns. As they reach the entrance Hugo 
slowly lifts the crimson cap.) 

Hugo. 

'{Solemnly.) 

Yet ere we go, with this holy sign let us 
take the power from the Goblins' cave for- 
ever. {He makes the sign of the cross on 
the magic cap.) Behold with that to pro- 
tect us they can never come to earth again. 

{He casts the cap to the ground and the 
curtain falls, as far of is heard the ringing 
of the church bells.) 

CURTAIN 
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CHARACTERS 

Peter. 

Spirit of Autumn. 

Potato. 

Berry. 

Wheat. 

Grass. 

Apple. 

Pumpkin. 




PETER 



COSTUMES 

Peter: Blue gingham blouse. Blue overalls. 
Farm hat, and bare feet. 

Spirit of Autumn: Long flowing robe of pale 
lavender cheesecloth bordered at bottom with 
real autumn leaves, or leaves cut from crepe pa- 
per. Long gauze veil of all the autumn hues. 
Wreath of leaves bound around hair. 

Potato: One-piece suit of gray brown. Tight 
fitting hood of same color. Carries basket of po- 
tatoes. 

Pumpkin : Dressed all in yellow. Carries pump- 
kin. 

Berry: One-piece suit of purple, with a sleeveless 
tunic of leaf green. Purple hood with long tail 
or stuffed streamer of same color. Carries spray 
of berries. 

Apple: One-piece suit of red. Sprig of green 
leaves in red cap. Carries basket of apples. 

Wheat: Short tunic. Long stockings, no shoes. 
Cap, and bunch of wheat stuck jauntily in side. 
All in wheat color. Grass is dressed in same 
style only different in color. Her suit is green 
with bunch of grass in cap. Wheat holds a 
bunch of wheat, either real or artificial. Grass 
has an armful of grass. 
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(name of 

PRESENTED BY „.o™\ 

CAST) 

Peter 

the farmer boy, grows tired of living 
in the country, and longs to go to the 
city. He is tired of fields and flowers, 
of trees and fruits and vegetables, and 
more than anything else, he hates dig- 
ging potatoes, so the — 

Spirit of Autumn 

comes to him while he is sulking in 
the 

Potato Field (Settlement stage) 

with all her fruit and vegetable chil- 
dren, 

Potato 

everybody's friend. 

Wheat 1 

and !-. 

Grass J 

the loving twins 

Pumpkin 

the Thanksgiving girl, and 

Apple j 

and [■ 

Berry J 

and they teach him how wonderful 

the country is after all! 
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ACT I. 

Scene: The potato field. Peter enters 
from right. He has a basket on his arm, 
and carries a spade.) 

Peter. 
{Discontentedly.) 
I am tired of all these fields and flowers 
and stupid trees. I hate it all ! Yes, I hate 
it all ! Digging potatoes, cutting corn, pick- 
ing apples all day long and every day. 
{Gives his basket a kick.) IJgh, potatoes 1 
{He sits sadly for a few moments and then 
gets up and walks to and fro.) Yes, I am 
going tx> the city. I will go. There will be 
no more fields of pumpkins and ugly corn. 
Oh I In the city I shall play all day in the 
bright lights and music. The streets will be 
so pretty and clean. There everybody is 
happy. {He throws down spade, and flings 
himself on ground.) 

"7 
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{The Spirit of Autumn enters. She looks 
at him sadly and then stealing over taps him 
gently on the shoulder.) 

Spirit. 
{Tenderly.) 
Peter ! Poor, poor Peter ! 

Peter. 
{Turning roughly.) 
Who are you ? 

Spirit. 
{Laughing.) 
I? Oh, I am some one you hate! 

Peter. 
{Slowly, touching her garments timidly.) 
Why, I don't hate you, you are so pretty. 

Spirit. 
You don't hate me? Oh, yes! You 
said you did. I heard you only a few mo- 
ments ago. 

Peter. 
{Amazed.) 
But you aren't a potato. 
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Spirit. 
(With a mocking courtesy.) 
Who am I? Tell me. (She begins to 
dance and sing.) 

He who is wise my name can tell, 

In the orchard trees I grow, 

In the meadow I love to dwell 

Amid vines and grasses low. 

If you are wise my name you can tell. 

They who know me, love me well. 

(She comes up to Peter and looks into his 
face smiling.) 

My name, Peter, what is my name ? 

Peter. 
(Slowly, as tho' trying to remember.) 
I — can't — tell. I think I used to know 
you when I was very little, but now I am so 
busy picking berries and bringing home these 
potatoes, I have forgotten. (Speaks more 
happily.) Perhaps when I go to live in the 
city you will come with me ? 

Spirit. 
(Horrified.) 
Oh, no ! no ! no ! I could not do that. I 
am sorry for the people that live in the city, 
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but I couldn't live with them. Besides I 
am needed here. Yet my children go. I 
send my children every year and they help 
make the city people happy. 

Peter. 
Your children? Have you any children? 
You look so young. 

Spirit. 
Children! why of course I have lots of 
them. You know some of them. There 
are Wheat and Grass. They are the twins. 
And Apple and Potato. 

Peter. 
(Scornfully.) 
Potato? Is he your child? He is so 
brown and ugly. 

Spirit. 
(With indignation.) 
Brown and ugly ! You stupid boy. He is 
the best of all my family. So good and 
faithful, even the city people like him, more 
than any of the other children. Brown and 
ugly indeed! Poor little Potato! (She 
turns her back on him and walks away scorn- 
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fully. Peter follows her ashamed and sad 
to see her leaving.) 

Peter. 
Don't leave me ! I am sorry I made you 
cry. Please pardon. You see I don't know 
your son as well as you do. And he is 
brown, you know. But he just seems stupid, 
I suppose. He always looks the same. 

Spirit. 

(Turns and looks in his face and speaks 
more gently.) 

I am not angry any longer ; only I hate to 
hear my children abused. Every mother 
does. (Pats Peter's head.) My family is 
really very good when you get to know and 
love them. (Voices singing are heard.) 
Why here they come now ! 

(A band of Vegetable and Fruit children 
enter. They cluster around the Spirit and 
show her the Fruits, etc., that they carry.) 

SONG 

Here we come with greetings clear, 
Spirit of Autumn, our mother dear. 
Here we come with nimble feet 
Apple and Pumpkin and golden Wheat, 





WHEAT AND GRASS 
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From field and meadow, from vine and tree, 
From soft dark earth we come to thee. 
Here we come with merry cheer, 
Spirit of Autumn, our mother dear. 

Spirit. 
Greetings! children, greetings! How 
bright you look. You've had a busy day, I 
know, but where are the others? Cucum- 
ber and Squash? 

Potato. 
(Speaking quickly.) 
They're coming, mother, they're coming. 
They are out on the hillside. Baby Squash is 
always slow. (Sees Peter.) But who is 
here? What is he doing in my field ? (He 
goes over and looks long at Peter who hangs 
his head.) I know him. He is the boy 
that digs up my roots and throws me roughly 
in the basket and cuts me with his spade just 
because he has to work and can't go fishing 
all the day. I know him. (Peter hides his 
face. Potato turns to the Spirit.) Why 
don't you send him away Mother? I don't 
want him in my field! 
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Wheat and Grass. 
(Pleading as they speak.) 
Oh, no, don't send him away. Let him 
stay and play with us. We will tell him some 
of our stories. 

Spirit. 
But he doesn't wish to play with you. 
He doesn't like you. He said so. 

All the Children. 
(Astonished.) 

He doesn't like us? (Becoming cross.) 
Why everybody likes us. What is the mat- 
ter with him? (They gather around him 
amazed and indignant. Tableau.) 

Apple. 
(Bending and looking at Peter.) 
What would you do at dinner time if you 
didn't have me to eat with your cookie? 
And what would you do on winter evenings 
if you didn't have me to roast at the fire? 
You're an ungrateful boy! 

Berry. 
(With scorn.) 
Yes, and when you drive the cows home 
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you always stop at the fence to eat me. You 
like me then. 

Pumpkin. 
(Getting on her knees and poking him.) 
I'll remember you on next Thanksgiving 
Day. No more pumpkin pies! Peter, no 
more pumpkin pies ! 

Spirit. 
(Rebukingly.) 

Children, my children, don't be so cross 
and hasty. The boy is stupid, that is all. 
Perhaps if you will tell him how much he 
needs us and how beautiful the country is, 
he will understand and be kind and happy 
again. He is just a silly boy (with great 
emphasis.) Listen! He says he wants to 
live in the city. 

All the Children. 
(Astonished.) 
He wants to live in the city ! 

Wheat and Grass. 
(Frightened.) 
In the city! Poor Peter! 
( The children gather in frightened groups, 




APPLE 
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pointing to Peter, and talking in amazed 
pantomime — Tableau.) 

Potato. 
{Approaching Peter timidly.) 
Little boy, I have been there. Listen to 
my advice. Stay in the country. The city 
people are good and kind I know, and the 
children are just the same everywhere, good 
and naughty, I know that too. But the 
streets are dirty and there are no birds nor 
flowers, no grasses nor trees. 

Peter. 
{Sitting up to listen.) 
No trees! 

Potato. 
{Wisely.) 
Only a few. 

Peter. 
{Terrified.) 
But there would be a tree by my bedroom 
window surely, good Potato? 

Potato. 
{Amazed.) 

{Turning to the others.) A tree by his 
bedroom window in the City! 




PUMPKIN 
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All the Children. 
(Shaking their heads in wonder at such an 
idea. ) 
A tree by his bedroom window in — the 
— city ! 

Peter. 
(Surprised and horrified.) 
Oh, I don't want to live in the city ! 
(He sits with his face buried in, his hands, 
overcome by grief J) 

Spirit. 
(Tenderly bending over the boy.) 
The city people are very nice, Peter, be- 
cause the people are good, but the country 
is better. The meadows and the woods are 
best for little boys. Stay with us and you 
will find what good friends we shall become. 
My children, tell him you want him. 

All the Children. 

Of course we want him. 

(Potato takes his hand, Wheat and Grass 
throw their little arms around him, while 
the other children pet and gather around him 
in friendship — Tableau.) 
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Spirit. 

(Touching Peter's eyes and ears.) 

There, little boy ! Look well with bright 

eyes, and have your ears always listening. 

Learn their songs and stories, and you will be 

happy. And now go with my children. 

( They march of the stage, Peter and Po- 
tato leading the parade — singing to the air 
of " Yankee Doodle.") 

Corn and wheat and grasses blowing, 
Meadows rich with clover, 
Brooks that sing through farm lands flow- 
ing. 
Willows bending over. 
Peter dear, where 'er you go, 
Bright the stars above you, 
Wind and rain,' and whispering breeze, 
Come because they love you. 

CURTAIN 



THE END 



